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(hs, a uxroaa tfiodb attempts tfte pen, 

Sucft a presumptuous creature is esteemed, 

TRe feu lx caa &u no virtue 6eredeemed. 

"ffieu tefC us xut wustafte our sex and uxm; 

C TMdngj i- ■ - i 

accorupl 

lb ujrtbe, or-read, or dunk or to inquire—', 
WouCi cGoud our Beautu, ond $>cftaust ourtmte, 
And interrupt tfle conquests of* our primer-', 
Wfiifet tfie duCC tnanqgr of a sardfc Roieer-’ 
Is ftefil 6u sotue- our utmost art ond use— 


Lady VtfincBilisecL } Som 1661. 
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-Music carries, it caresses, it moulds, it educates 
it trains, it pacifies, it mobilizes, it calms, it 
motivates•..it is indeed the most fascinating thing 
I have ever known in my lifetime. Consequently, it 
can be useful and dangerous. Anything that carries 
as much power and influence as does music must be 
handled with care." - Holly Near 
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INTRoduCTION 


Women's Liberation Music Projects Group (WLMP) 

This songbook has been put together by three women who have been in¬ 
volved with the WLMP group. 

WLMP has been meeting in London since December 1976, following a 
meeting on "Women and Music" at Essex Road women’s centre, which 
brought together women from the Women’s Liberation Movement who were 
interested in various aspects of music, and wanted to challenge and 
create music from a feminist point of view. 

Since then the group has organized a number of projects. We have run 
music workshops where women learn, teach, or share their musical ex¬ 
perience *organized a women's music weekend in Bristol* set up a music 
register through which women can contact one another** and we have 
put together this songbook. We have also had ongoing discussions 
amongst ourselves about such topics as:the popular music scene, women 
in the commercial music industry, the politics of performing in the 
Women’s Liberation Movement, the politics of women's record companies, 
and our relationship with left/alternative music groups. Although 
there are various shades of opinion within the group, we are united in 
our politics in that we are all feminists, and are working towards 
radical changes in all areas of our lives. We are all involved in 
music and related activities, very much at a grass roots level - in 
and around the women's movement and in situations where we can reach 
as many women as possible without compromising. We are firmly against 
feminist music being taken up by the music industry and commercialised 
in any way. We are involved in taking control over our own music, 
which means not only playing and singing, but also gaining knowledge 
about instruments, equipment, sound engineering and recording - usually 
a male domain, and having control over distribution of our music, etc. 

The Politics of Music 


In the last few years the Women’s Liberation Movement has shown a 
growing interest in music, and in creating music which we can relate 
to. It became clear that we had no music of our own when we found 
ourselves bopping away to the Stones at women's discos, looking for 
music to listen to at home, looking for songs we could sing ourselves. 


* The music register is kept at the Women’s Arts Alliance, 10 Cambridge 
Terrace Mews, off Chester Gate, off Albany Street, London, NW1. 
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- and we realized that the music we were most familiar with and used 
to like, was anti-women and oppressive. Since those days there have 
been a number of feminist bands and singers, and more recently, a 
variety of workshops encouraging women to experiment with their 
voices, and with different instruments such as, African drums, saxa- 
phones, etc. 

We feel that, whether we play or not, music is a large part of most 
women’s lives. With the growth of the mass media and popular music, 
many women are subjected to a barrage of songs, on the radio, and on 
television, which belittle them by describing them as babies, chicks, 
do 1Is j which reinforce all the stereotypes about us - that we are 
men's property. We are either sweet and passive, or mean and deceptive 
we are always waiting, hanging back, taking what comes our way, mourn¬ 
ing lost loves. In fact, pop music pours out endless, unrealistic 
cliches about love and relationships, which are also, of course, 
almost exclusively heterosexual. These ideas about re 1 at ionshios 
limit us all. 

The music industry is one of the most wealthy and corrupt capitalist 
enterprises - EMI not only produces records, but invests in and makes 
weapons. There is no question that women are greatly under-represented 
in all aspects of music, and no less so in the music industry either 
as musicians or in production (except, of course, on the factory floor) 
Promoters are mostly male and it is they who think up the images that 
singers, etc, must conform to - images that will sell. For women this 
means being pretty, feminine, staying in the background as back-up 
vocals, being sexy, or, more recently conforming to a more butch look 

- the raunchy liberated ladies who’ve got "balls" - an image which can 
now be sold too. The definitions remain male defined, that is, the 
women are only defined in relation to male values, (having "balls" for 
example), not accurately in terms of themselves. Women are distorted 
by these images, and also by being used sexually to sell records. 

Album covers often use sexual bravado or innuendo to sell the products, 
and it is always women's bodies which are used for this end. Women 
are also exploited by being a large part of the audiences which pay to 
see mostly male stars, and who lose their identities in them, join the 
fan clubs etc. If we think fan clubs are a bit old-fashioned, we only 
have to look at the curious events after Elvis Presley's death, and 
the mass hysteria of many women to see the effect that all that still 
has. 

The need for women to define their 
own music is clear, as is the need 
we feel, to avoid the pitfalls, 
the profit mongering, and the 
packaging of women that goes on in 
the music business. We also feel 
that the supposed 'alternative 
music set-ups' aren't women de¬ 
fined either. We want to develop 
radical alternatives to what 
exists, and not just be glad that 
women are having more opportunity 
to play, as they are in punk 
music for example. Music influences 
and moulds us all, and can be a 
great source of pleasure. To create 
music which accurately describes us 
and the situations we find ourselves 
in is a political act. 
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While there is still an ongoing debate as to what 'women’s music' r€r._ 
is, we feel we must challenge all aspects of music making. This -ie*- = 
challenging not only the words of songs, but how we present them, = .z.z 
ing male-defined styles such as ’cock rock’, looking critically at 
different styles of music represent and helping each other with crit:- 
cism. We don't want to encourage stars and we feel that performing ;= 
not more important than other activities. We want to encourage wo - =- 
to have expectations of themselves musically, either as listeners, 
players, or whatever. Not only are we not encouraged to play, but ~= 
are encouraged to listen in a passive way. 

The Songbook 

Some of us who had been playing guitars and singing began to feel a 
desperate lack of songs we could relate to. We found we resorted to 
playing popular songs which got near to what we were feeling if we 
changed some of the words, or singing songs of general struggle whic~ 
seemed to leave out women - songs about the working man etc. None of 
this material quite 'tells it like it is' for us as feminists! So, a 
group of us within WLMP decided to put together a songbook of women's 
songs. We wanted songs to express our changing consciousness and ideas 
about ourselves and other women. We had started to write songs our¬ 
selves, and had been hearing some new songs coming out of the women’s 
movement which we felt might get lost, so we decided to collect and 
record them in a book. We wanted to make them available to women who 
were probably as in need of women's music as we were. We hope it will 
stimulate interest and confidence in producing and collecting more 
songs, and in playing women-identified music. 

We also feel it’s important to record traditional and historical songs 
about women, and that there are songs from the past which need only to 
be dug out or reclaimed. We have concentrated on new songs though, 
partly because that was our area of interest and partly because Cathy 
Henderson, Frankie Armstrong and Sandra Kerr are compiling a book of 
women's traditional songs. 

This book is a non-profit making project. Any money made from it will 
go towards another music project, another songbook for example, or eve- 
a recording project. All the contributors have agreed to give their 
songs on that basis. We advertised for songs to go in the book in 
Spare Rib, Wires, and the London Women’s Newsletter. There was, how¬ 
ever, virtually no response, perhaps because our publicity didn’t ex¬ 
plain enough) perhaps because it’s difficult for women to have the con¬ 
fidence to just send in songs. So, we contacted women we knew, or hac 
heard of and we’ve put together a variety of songs about as many aspect 
of women's lives as possible - about love between women and the diffi¬ 
culties of relationships, about work situations, street hassles and so 



6 





















on. We wanted to represent the diversity in the Women's Liberation 
Movement and also the wide range of our growing interests. Pop music 
usually offers a limited choice of subjects for women, mostly around 
the theme of love and romance. 

Because of space, money and time, we deliberately didn’t include women’s 
songs which have been published in books such as ’The Hackney and 
Islington Songbook*, because we felt these were already becoming known 
and we wanted to print other new ones. 

We are really excited about this book and have learned a lot from Dut- 
ting it together. The three of us have had virtually no musical train¬ 
ing, although we’ve all been involved in playing and singing, and twc 
of us did have some knowledge of musical theory. A lot of things were 
quite new to us - like transcribing music onto paper from tapes, and 
working out the rhythm and timing. This was a painful process which 
involved much counting, clapping and thumping, and playing bits of songs 
over and over again! The graphic work was also new, laying out the 
songbook, etc. This is an all women project - the material has been 
written, compiled and printed by women. 


Te/^f JhdwvpSov] 
/Wvjduft^ U7(dIo\o 



We'd like to thank all the women who gave us their songs; 
Teresa Savage for the original drawings; Shiela Smith and Caroline 
Griffin who have helped us with ideas and practical suggestions; and 
the Hackney and Islington music workshop. 
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^Mjj ( v>nA deficits to trace unusuoO dungis 
And cLsvw&sJWi toe> Saoum and common, uxxu 
NorunECiafaiu^siEOs compose—' 

Faint^j t Be immiiaCCir-' cose — J / 

Ladj Winc6ilLa ; (xjcu 1661 








Si Mt 0 {o«»^ftWN<S MUSIC 

If ^eu/ cak al< r tz^ »^u3L tvM\^c fken slap "te <ser>kw. If , Ulce of-- ia&, 

ucw W(U'c tvjxdl IA err ko joiw*l iwusncaJ -tmiivi^ Gov tee kite Mjakf j>e 4 

n) lotev 'hr\j\vvfj -fo wurk" (HaY" tk€. 6)r Pte 6cy\flS I LvlttAS ictfk . 

Ik' Wes-ftHu hm&c <o-uMU (Mfr (ft-owMtsefk into ex ctetux eus-teM. 
Ws-€d 6X/ Pe rvvAtr&R awi, fvaocft. •sco.lfts. ? aKet vona-raxs gf i)»c tejtevs 
be kie, ttxTnxqVvf' iAc iMFkid tej a*4 expGx fo pu<jke ic>itW iuAc 

aKkateAaW-e. 

THE NOTES' ON THE STAVE 

!: k> i/eM 6*&u -ft) r&xL rvvut'ic s UwUj ; aixt kjsv r^lkj KW -fa +ud cwk 

Uk^ n-vwuo suJiaeAj w«D A <pGj Trwo ‘if A/teic 6 itette rx. fte Ites-— 

tt\c ST ftyfE — a*vcl tjevo cm Lucvk <te aiuj K5le 'if- ^cne cme^Ger fh^ ^Me 

Ua& cT te ski/e is 3 ate tef fte Hctteckf a(j>kteeP is 

A B C D 3 F (j ate fte x-tehtoj rx A ajote 

E sWfi^ ov B ate geny up i — 

yg u6)~<S> 
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^ (£) 

/Wkr kJ(Uj sf vmeiabei^ t* frvaf ike cute uk the space; rwzte tke Lx ok- 
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ate te tees <jv ike Uses ace E G- B D P A- <rr~ 

Evenj frete, Btfvj D esteem Ruck All • 
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THE OCTAVE 


h £ wt ktU€r just- gud , he mM&ioU cd^UbeF is ft BOP £F<r AkjOL iV 
thov tK'dj- VkV^ ^F o KGup' ^Hiv Aiv ocxfrtE. is the rmg\c&\ 

|wWva\ koXesw exX <gde TWus, ]y wt £0*-F ne the, wste A , Xo 
iw\e*val beXiem '|p biC kaxF X is aw ockue, / we sOM^trw tUe 
kde B j thw the ikteeedl beftdkdk B dkd A-e/P B is ck\^ 
q Okove di\d So tnw 


J-tfo f^aiwJpl'e: 


CD B F Cr A Bj^D E F (r BBC 
ocku’e ooku’O 


THE NOTES ON THE PIANO . „ , .. . 

^UkvuW Wt'ift ixsek the Vo ihe in mo; Mew, ir a^Uts 

X all \vCs\miweXra av^l w*F 'ieF the T'^ 6 cUosew X use lKe- N 

t^\aMS> bvc 4 M$t Be ktte> a*-*' Ua^zC cvdt m/F X £a(Av crtkee 'w or ^. 



[Be k>c kcu/fc XdUsdl aCriiF Xu' cjhkcvwuX 4? Be (OH >TO kSHs 
ca\ Be Xom-vc, ixs O 449- 1. 

!kt KOftCK Ktftes oauc. beFvxew Be tofuVe k«Fe§ tkc iwusi&l 
beFwtew Cl io\tik and i>Ud< kftfe is calUd a stnu -T(Xe 
/C seAM-4rk€ d ike smuIU&F iPWat urntFev ik k^Mew Kwkio, 
llw ait: -Vu-eVc kn^~ Vus ik aw ootaoe. EzCm&c tke FOX 
ceiuo Md-uro^ X :ptlv betaeiv the lokXFe ksto Ptffte*-side <^ 
Hvev\A ; thexj Uft sXtkdX eCther shoj^oe (nwst X) ewe suvu-deK: 
ivnh^w tr)j ei" (Itru)^ eive ^vu-4trwe } limFew l?),tti€. 

i^hxU kcFts Ejtt tdc^wpie, Ike FUX nrfte be^wm F ;v awd Or 
\s OotK ce - (^rke sevw\ -Xwe KOk^r ikxw n- Gb ene s^w- 
VtM leiefee ttxdw, Gr. siiwdapA) j tfe bUd< KUt^ be-K’Xw, A- B 
i*3 sdkee A$ ($\t S€Mi-4trvve k^lver few. At") op* E> t> {cvie sctvu- 
V^\ve lcW£r tV\0M B , 
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RCAl woman 
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From my last years in school and right 
through college, I was painfully aware of 
my inability to participate in group dis¬ 
cussions. I always felt the ’odd one out’. 
However, through my involvement in conscious¬ 
ness raising groups, I gradually found an 
atmosphere of trust and a shared need to be 
truthful. I found I could participate in discussions that were re¬ 
lated to personal experiences, rather than those abstracted discus¬ 
sions of school and college. Within such groups I have slowly built 
up confidence in myself. 

About a year ago, however, I went to a women’s music meeting and 
wanted to participate, but was completely unable to. I felt as if a 
clamp had been screwed onto my jaws. I felt as I had before in mixed 
groups - like a ’dumb female', which brought up all the old feelings 
of being worthless and of denying myself. To feel this way in the 
company of women was very disturbing. 

I now realise that I can't function in large groups, but I still 
find it hard to accept. When I find myself in this situation, there 
is a voice deep inside me wanting to say, "Look I am real, I might 
not have said anything, but there isn’t just sawdust inside - I’m a 

Sj(v\ _ real woman." 
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2) Not a puppet, not a stuffed doll 
Spent so many years that way 
Finding it hard to feel my way 
Just want them to know I’m real 
I’m real, I'm a real woman 

3) Good at saying, sorry 
Apologising for being me 
Trying to leave the past behind 
Growing stronger day by day 
Want you to know 

I’m real, I’m a real woman 

4) Somedays it’s really hard though 
Feel I’ve slipped right down again 
Lost the strength I’ve gained 
Feel so small inside 

Tiny voice trying to shout aloud 
I’m real. I’m a real woman 


5) Trying to walk before I can stand 
Want to reach out, but I don’t 

know how 

Flold my hand, believe in me 
Help me believe in myself 
I’m real, I’m a real woman 

6) Can’t be all I want to be 
Seems so far away 

But I’m more now than I ever was 
And I’m beginning to believe in me 
I’m real. I’m a real woman 
Getting to know I’m a real woman 
Getting to know I’m a real woman 




Whatarelittle girls made of ? 
Sugar and spice 
And and all things nice, 

That’s what little girls are madeof. 


17 

































































































l „ r*t L H 

r £\.Gtto£^ 

1 

f= 

c 


$-£*-• <Q I j J1 


U&'i j^ 1 J J? 1 


w 


W W* ” ” M 

awl that’s a, . I k!ev\ IV jouT H tvo’ ^ ^<5ur sd-vu^'jcic HMxjbeo. 



£>rv\ /W, 


jl,>J- I J JT 1/3 ^ 


cmH awi 'Prwj -s-es tMV kjj Hi e ^ cl 



IS 



































































































































2) Oh you say that the solution is a left-wing revolution 

But your drinking money's pockled fae the family allowance 

All your Marx and all your Lenin does nae help me with the cleanin’ 

And I’ve had to put my wedding ring into the pawn 

Chorus 

3) Well I really canny take it, so your gonna have to make it on your 

own 

’Cos I’m going with the bairns and our belongings 

And I’ll maybe go to Maggie's or to Effie’s or to Aggie's 

'Cos I’ve got a lot of sisters that’ll help me through 
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The MASTER'S Will 


©Pkmela -naevrTHictf \°nz 


In "The Master’s Will", written in a traditional style, I wanted to 
capture the plight of a woman trapped by male privilege and. dominance 
both in England and later in America and Canada. But it also attempts 
to show that patriarchal, capitalistic structures have common pat¬ 
terns that leave others powerless, dispossessed and unable to protect 
themselves, even from ensuing starvation. To some extent, the song 
is based on odd bits of information that I picked up as a child from 
my great aunt’s experience and exploitation as an Irish emigrant who 
went "into service" - but it’s also based on perceptions of my mother’s 
vulnerability as she struggled to find a place at 17 years old, in a 
strange English setting. 
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2) Beyond the stone walls of this hall 
Lies poverty and pain 

There’s thousands in the streets that die 

From begging without gain 

And if I leave my master’s house 

The streets I’ll have to tread 

To be the victim of men's leers 

To be scavenging for bread 

3) But now there’s growing within me 
A child of loveless fate 

And I must ever be beset 
By the whispered scorns of hate 
I can no longer keep my place 
I’ll to my master go 
To tell him of my piteous state 
Before it starts to show 

4) My master gave me twenty pounds 
And drove me from his lands 

So to the New World I am bound 

Sad to leave England 

They say that life is easier there 

With work for those who will 

Where the barriers of our poorer state 

Have never been instilled 

5) So now I am in America 
Without a place to go 

There’s many in the streets that starve 
Where no kindly faces show 
But they say that way up in the north 
Where the trees are felled like corn 
That I might find a husband there 
Before this baby's born 

6) So I travelled hard, I travelled far 
Up to Ontario 

Where the summer stills and the winter kills 

As the land is lost in snow 

And in this vast cruel wilderness 

I was sold with the greatest ease 

And I set my mind hard to the task 

Of my husband's will to please 

7) My husband's will is like a game 
Play or not I lose 
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PlatfoTrns - ihe effect of bound feet wi+Ko u t 
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They’Re selliNq 

"Clothes change our view of the world 
and the world’s view of us...the man has 
his hand free to sieze his sword, the 
woman must use hers to keep the satins 
from slipping from her shoulders. The 
man looks the world full in the face, as 
if it were made for his uses and fashioned 
to his liking. The woman takes a side¬ 
long glance at it,full of subtlety, even 
of suspicion. Had they both worn the 
same clothes, it is possible that their 
outlook might have been the same." 

- "Orlando" by Virginia Woolff 
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1) They're selling mascara to make my lashes brown 
And my eyebrows too, so I’m sweet for you 

Hope it don't streak and run down my cheek 

2) They’re selling roll-ons to keep my tummy trim 
So I don’t bulge and to make me thin 

I can’t breathe out, but it holds me in 

3) They’re selling moisturizer, to keep my skin so smooth 
To keep me young and attractive for you 

When I* m 93, I'll be wrinkle free 

4) They're selling deodorant sprays, to keep my smells at bay 
Shave your hairs away, then put on your spray 

Oh it really hurts, but hold your nose and squirt 

5) They’re selling slimming pills to keep my waistline trim 
Legs long and thin, for a small size ten 

I only eat greens, still I’m size fourteen 

6) They’re selling high-heeled shoes, well that's the fashion now 
I wobble down the street, how they hurt my feet 

Hope the bus don’t come, 'cos you know I can’t run 

7) Why, oh why, are they selling me all this stuff? 

Ain’t my real self good enough? 

Making money out of me, that’s plain to see 

8) Throw my mascara away, my natural colour’s OK 
No corsets today, my shape’s here to stay 

No more goo for my face, I feel the wind on my skin 
Deodorant's gone, I like the sweat I’m in 
Pills down the loo, enjoy my meals again 
Flat shoes for me, running wild and free 
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MARy cIarIc 

© FfVWKie MUvvsTR^wtr- 197 7 


I’d been wanting to find a way of 
writing a song on rape for a while, 
but found it incredibly difficult 
to know how to approach it without 
getting over didactic - then one 
day the image of Mary Clark just 
appeared and her story grew out of 
my "seeing" her. 
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2) Her mum worked down at the school canteen 
Her dad in the grocery store 

Her brother played for the local team 
He really knew how to score 

And her school friends whispered of all kinds of things 
As she shyly and awkwardly grew 

But sometimes she wondered as she wandered through the woods 
Can you ever know what’s false and what’s true? 

3) Her dad was a sad and old-fashioned man 
Said he’d seen dreadful things in the war 

And he said to his daughter one night bv the fire 
’’Don't you ever behave like a whore 
Abroad I saw women so cheapen themselves 
Throwing themselves at strange men" 

And Mary who thought she was ugly and fat 
Said she’d never behave like them 

4) One evening she was walking home 
From a friend’s, through a local park 

She felt a bit scared by the rustling leaves 
As the autumn sky grew dark 

And she couldn’t scream and she couldn’t run 
He was strong and quick and rough 

And she never dared tell the whole tale to a soul 
Half the story was quite shame enough 

5) Now the leaves in the park were all swept up and burned 
And the branches stood black and bare 

When six weeks were over she was sure of the fact 
And her soul screamed in silent despair 

She never swung on the swings, never walked in the woods 
Though she sat by the fire late at night 
And they said in time she’d get over the shock 
Of the man who had caused her such fright 

6) Two days before Christmas they found' her quite dead 
In the holidays she sometimes slept late 

For a bottle of aspirins had killed the pain fast 
With a gin bottle filched from the crate 
And the autopsy found they were used to it now 
A two month old foetus inside 

And the local newspaper ran a full five incn spread 
On young Hary Clark’s suicide 
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2) People you say that my sister is sick 
She loves another woman that’s a sin 

She’s only waiting for the right kind of prick 
Then her life will really begin 

Chorus 

3) Sisterhood shows us what love is about 
Choosing our partners without fear 

If we choose men don’t cast us out 
If we choose women hold us near 

4) My sister is a lesbian, my mother’s she’s gay too 
What about me now and what about you? 

Keep on examining your sexuality 
Let’s shake ourselves from complacency 

Chorus 
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2) He says Engels is really worth reading 
But the baby is crying and needs feeding 
He tells me the 'Morning Star" is a must 
But just get his dinner on the table first (fust) 

Chorus 


3) He says him going out is more valuable 
Than me 'cos he’s read his "Das Kapital" 

If he wants to make use of the things that he’s read 
He could stay in and talk to the kids instead... 

Chorus 


4) And he won’t give his drinking up either 

Cos in pubs that’s where the working class gather 
And it's his comradely duty to have a few jars 

With any potential new recruits that may be propping up the bar... 
Chorus 


5) He's been to classes on exploitation 
Oppression and deprivation 

But he doesn’t have time to do his share at home 
I wonder will he have time when the revolution comes...? 

Chorus 
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When I first started trying to work out harmonies with Andrea (the 
woman I sing with), "I once loved a lass" was one of the songs we 
played around with. We felt very pleased with ourselves when we 
managed to sing a harmony all the way through! But, although we both 
enjoyed singing it we felt that the words - all about marriage and 
lost love - were somewhat untopical!! However, after spending a morn¬ 
ing with my mother (a rare occasion), I was moved to write something 
and I used the melody to structure the words. 





























































































































































2) How good it was to be here alone here with you 
How rarely I see you without father there too 

And you spoke for yourself without pressure from him 
And likewise I was able to hear you 

3) We spoke of the present, of work and of life 
Of women and children, old age and of death 

You said, "I’m not complaining," in your own selfless way 
"But your Dad sometimes takes me for granted." 

4) My mother, dear mother there's pressure of time 

From your womb I was born and our bonds wore then strong 
I grew in your caring, but the harshness of life 
Has mangled the bonds here between us 

5) My mother, dear mother I’m hoping to find 

I can grow to know you much better with time 
Though the concrete jungle has pushed us apart 
And mangled the bonds here between us 
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2) Well go to the doctor 

Dear Lisa, Dear Lisa 
Well go to the doctor 
And get something new 

3) I don’t want a baby 

or abortion. Dear Doctor 
I’m not pregnant this time 
but next time maybe 

4) Try this foam and the cap then 

Dear Lisa, Dear Lisa 
Try this foam then. Dear Lisa 
and the cap with it too 

5) In the heat of the moment 

it’s awkward. Dear Doctor 
To push up the cap 

and foam with it too 

6) Try the pill then. Dear Lisa 

Dear Lisa, Dear Lisa 
Try the pill then. Dear Lisa 

it’s for (oversexed) people like youl 

7) But depression. Dear Doctor 

Thrombosis they warned me 
Thrombosis, depression and 
who knows what else? 

8) Then the coil’s my suggestion 

Dear Lisa, Dear Lisa 
The coil's my suggestion 
It's the best I can do 
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9) But I’m anaemic. Dear Doctor 
Dear Doctor, Dear Doctor 
Ply periods are so heavy 
for one week or two 

10) Then I can’t help you. Dear Lisa 

Dear Lisa, Dear Lisa 
I can’t help you. Dear Lisa 
There’s no more I can do 

11) So it seems that I'm back 

where I started, Dear Henry 
I’m reduced to the method 
of "rhythm and blues" 
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2) There's a woman here, been working here 
For 20 years or more 

And others working side by side 
She's never known before 
3ut now I see her every night 
I’m glad when she arrives 

We share a joke and talk about our lives 
Chorus 

3) So here we sit over cups of tea 
As the trucks go rolling by 
Talking over hard times 
Analyzing reasons why 

But when the factory opens up 
It’s the same for every one 

They’ll spit you out when your working day is done 
Chorus 
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On the picket line at Batchelor’s (part of the multinational Unilever) in Sheffield, where 600 
workers, well over half of them women, have been on strike since July 8. Another 500 are on 
strike at Batchelor’s Worksop factory. 




































































x wrote this song in America whilst travel¬ 
ling around one summer. I often feel that 
songs are not "prompted" as such, but often 
reflect different experiences gathered in a 
variety of situations. But if this song 
was based on any particular experience, it 
was that a friend and I that were once 
given a lift by a "pimp" who had recently 
married one of "his prostitutes" - a young 
girl, pregnant and totally dependent on the 
"pimp". I also refer to the mafia in this 
song who have often been involved in prosti 
tution in varying degrees, depending on its 
profitabi1ity. 



The PROSTITUTE'S SONq 

(g) Pamela 1r£Vithici< 


% 


5 * ~ j.Ui.j.iG J-nU 


w~ w~ 'W~ t w w' W 7 f 

This ohj' —s uve* -hratk ak ‘^ust fee <at*t 50 Irn 


I 


* 


G- -ft 


Gr 


-i t t * ^ 




«vu> -uii^ 5K 4o wW ('ll Jikd no skttue 


-r- ~w ~w r 

-je«i £,0 lost* Owl 


% 


_ _p _ G- _ 

w j.ji 




- 0 - 


38 


v\jo ^ ght coses jtrr— v\a€. fW ua bexL Us&tMi, -as’t tc>m -pan ■— 




























































1) This city’s like a dirt track 
And your lives are just the same 
So I’m moving on to where 
I’ll find no shame, 

I feel so lost and lonely 
That no-one cares for me 
Though my bed has warmed 
The finest company 

2) I’ve roamed the bars for too long 
And I've heard your tales before 
And I can’t stand in the doorways 
Anymore 

I am so tired of your favours 
Broken by your lies 
And I’m frightened by the speed 
With which time flies 

3) Don’t tell me that you’ll miss me 
I know the truth too well 

You came to take much more 
Than I can sell 
Your faces merge together 
Like the liquor that I drink 
I am forgotten in the time 
It takes to think 

4) It may be that they'll kill me 
When they hear I’m leaving town 
Or maybe they will beat me 
Till I’m down 

I’ve played the game for so long 
There’s nothing left of me 
It’s like I'm spinning in another's 
Destiny 

5) So I’ve a mind to leave tomorrow 
I’ve a mind to go back home 
To search again 
The rich hills I have known 
Though I don't know where I’m going 
I do know where I’ve been 
And that there’s many more 
Green valleys to be seen 



ft 




^1 

—^ 

-2%- 




Bqi 







r 

Oi 

1 

> 



a 




( 



< 

s 

) 
















































tit. 

This song is addressed to men who say: 'But 
we're all oppressed - why do women have to 
be so exclusive and separate about their 
oppression?’ This song is trying to com¬ 
municate how, within general oppression 
women are intimidated and kept down by men. 
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2) If you’re not boss at work, you’ll be boss in the house 
And the price why I paid it like a good little mouse . 
Your game is so subtle and sneaky and sour 
And you’re thinking I’m fooled, but I learn hour by hour, 

b ro t h e r 

Chorus 


3) When the system hits you, you get just enough room 
To hit me in turn, reeling as you land 
When all I am saying is, "Get out of my way 
So I can be free to try my own hand, 

brother" 
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I was asked by the Women’s Caucus of the U.S. National Drug Treatment 
Conference in 1974 if I'd sing something as part of their present¬ 
ation. This song is a composite of a number of the lives of women 
I’ve known. It was a great honour to have the women select this song 
to be their "presentation" to the whole conference. 
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2) As a kid I was sent to a convent 
And it wasn’t that they were unkind 

But they told me that school was to teach me to learn 
Then they locked up the doors to my mind 

3) I felt trapped like a bird in a cold iron cage 
So I ran to the rocks and the sea 

Flew away from that cage of a convent 
But the nuns sent the cops after me 

4) They followed, they cornered, they caught me 
Had me up at a Juvenile court 

The Magistrate said, "You’re an ungrateful girl 
It’s approved school that deals with your sort" 

5) Now I’d never known what you’d call a real home 
Even less had I known a real bloke 

So that sewing and cooking and home care 
Seemed like a cruel joke 

6) I couldn’t take all of their preaching 
So up to the city I fled 

When you’re feeling as lonely as I did 
Your price is a meal or a bed 
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7) And though men were the custom I dealt in 
It was me that they clapped in the pen 

The man at the bench put the blame square on me 
For the laws are made by and for men 

8) When a woman comes out of a prison 
Life's hard as hell outside 

But there’s ways to forget all the hurt and the rage 
And to climb from the depths to a high 

9) But the high it was never for ever 

And always the pain burned back through 

When you’re way past despair, past caring to care 

There seems nothing that no one can do 

10) It was stomach pumps, shrinks, social workers 
Most of them sold on square lies 

Never questioning all of the rules they obey 
Never asking the hows and the whys 

11) One question I’d always been asking 
Was, "Why should this happen to me?" 

Then my sisters helped me feel how we all get this deal 
That’s what they don’t want us to see 

12) For the first time I’ve pride and respect now 
And some power to change things myself 

So we need not be outcasts my sisters 
If we stand up and fight for ourselves 
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2) At school you must wear a dress 
You mustn’t look a mess 
They say you've got a weaker brain 
You’re good at being vain 
Wear feminine deodorant spray 
When it’s a bloody day 

But some little girls say, "No, 

You’ve got no right to imprison me so 
No pimply little boy’s gonna dictate my joys 

you know." 


3) You can get a boring job 
Working for a man boss 
And if you don’t want to have babies 
They say you’re lazy or crazy 
And the man gets better pay 
’Cos he’s got to keep you a slave 
And he’ll never admit you’re an equal 
’Cos that would hurt his ego 

But some little girls say, ”No, 

You’ve got no right to imprison me so 
I won’t be chained to a desk or a family 

you know." 


4) They call us little girls all our lives 
They fill our heads with lies 
They say we need a man to be happy 
And children to carry 
And if we’re lesbians 
It’s because we can’t attract a man 

But some little girls say, "No, 

You’ve no right to imprison me so 

Well my body’s mine, you're wasting my time 

you know 

Wasting my time, just wasting my time, etc. 
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This was written by Jean Hart of the Women's Theatre Group for their 
play, "Work to Role” - about women's employment, (c) \ C \~15 
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2) Your patience and dexterity 
He’s endlessly adoring 

He says, "You’re suited to the job" 

Which means the job is boring 

You think you’re earning equal pay 

But he has found a million ways 

To keep you at the bottom of the heap OK 

'Cos you're the boss's darling 

3) The boss he loves you well, you bet 
He knows that you'll be loyal 

You're a breeding ground for the working man 

And a resting place from toil 

You have no time for the union 

You leave that kind of thing to men 

You're a second class worker and a mother hen 

That’s why you’re the boss’s darling 

4) Well come along down to the factory 
We'll keep you on your toeses 
There's lots of unemployment now 

So don’t look down your noses 

There’s shi(f)t work here and shi(f)t work there 
What you do with your family’s your affair 
'Cos if you don’t like it, there's plenty more 
To be the boss's darling 

5) These days we’re getting organised 
This time we won't be beaten 

It’s, "You lend a hand with the frying pan 
I’m off to a union meeting" 

You men who cross our picket line 
Remember you’ll get yours in time - 
The enemy's the same, it's yours and mine 
The scab is the boss’s darling 


Em 








2- 

U 

3 

► 









Dm E 


i 

o 


a 3 

oo 


E7 




( 

I 

1 


( 

a 

H 

3 

> 






< 





/ 




( 

1 

► 



2 

>< 

3 

> 






L 

f 



47 






















































































woman at the crossroads 
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2) A woman at the crossroads, looking left and looking right 
The daytime that she knows, or the unfamiliar night 

And she cries 'cos things are changing 

And she wishes it wasn’t so, yes no, yes no, yes no. 

And her thoughts go round and round until she moves 

Chorus 


Repeat first verse. 
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1) Look beneath the surface 
See what you can find 
Feel the real world 

Underneath the image that’s blinding you 
Think that the world exists 
Just in your head 

You say you don't care ’bout living or ’bout being dead 

2) Those mystical illusions are gonna let you down 
When you’re in need watch the gurus all leaving town 
You’re in this world, you’re alive, you exist 

And whatever you’re seeing, there's more that you’ve missed 

3) So go beyond appearance, do what must be done 

The world is in constant change and it’s changing everyone 
Cha-a-ange changing everyone 
Cha-a-ange changing everyone 
Cha-a-ange changing everyone 
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Chorus 


2) My mother went green and my father went puce 

That's what comes of sending girls to school, he cried 
It gives them mad ideas and ambitions for careers 

But they'll never settle down now, get married and be satisfied! 
Chorus 


3) Not with men I said, but that’s not so bad 

'Cos I'm doing pretty well with what I’ve got 

She was such a pretty girl they said, a sweet little girl they oaid 
Where did we go wrong? well for me you did not! 

Chorus 


on all lesbians to sing with this song 
love, sing with joy, sing with pride 
a dyke is so good for my psyche 
this Victoria and what did she have to hide? 

Chorus 


4) So I call 
Sing with 
For being 
And who’s 
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2} We might feel free loving women 

but that don’t eradicate our conditioning 
we still play loving games, wasting time 

Middle 

It isn’t easy be honest with feelings 

when all our lives it’s with lies we’ve been dealing 

Why when your sister becomes your lover 
do you treat her different than the others 
Put her up high like she lives in the sky 
deny who you are 

3) I’ve been in love for too long a time 

oh my poor aching head, poor messed up mind 
I wanna be friends, I wanna make love, I wanna be me 

4) All the time I see sisters in love 
expecting the answers to fall from above 

You gotta know yourself before you know who you love 

5) We waste so much time wasting each other 
playing all the games and blame it on the other 
hanging on to an old dream, don’t wanna let go 


Middle 

All our ideals seem so new and fine 

but they fall through ’cos we’re still being blind 

Heaven’s open with a woman in your arms 
but feeding on a fantasy just leads to harm 
I’ve seen so many sisters by the wayside 
victims of their own ideals they've applied 


6) I’ve been in love for too long a time 

oh my poor achin' head, poor messed up mind 
I wanna be friends, I wanna make love, 

I wanna be me 
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Yesterday's jam was full of sorrow 


Still they say there's jam tomorrow 


For us at last 
The music starts 

We have jam today. 


TODAY 

(c) words(rfeeN/ music/arrangement Jam Today 


We haven't put the music in for this song because the 
arrangement was very complicated but we thought the words were too 
good to leave out. 


We want freedom, changes, power, 

ft tf ft fl ft 

We want freedom, housing, power, 


Trying to realise our dreams 
Change our lives in every way 
Got to keep on organising 
Revolution's on the way Right Now 

"Will the Great Matriarchal Revival 
really ensure our survival? 

The Godess send silver ships from the moon 
Take us back to Lesbian Nation very soon; 

If we all keep dancing and looking to the moon 
The Godess will return very soon?" Taking us back 

I don't want no reassurance of jam tomorrow 
There was no jam yesterday and too much sorrow 
In this wonderland of dreams never coming true 
Women are wanting freedom now - what can we do? 

Be it housing, be it love, be it music, equal pay 
No more false promises - jam today 

We want changes, freedom, power, 

tf ft tf tf ft 


In our lives right now 
In this world we have no power 
Growing darker by the hour 
Control our lives along the way 
Not tomorrow -jam today! 
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Women are- supposed to be v«nj calm guacalln: but icemen 
t eel just as menJeel; they need excecasejor theirjhcu- 
'IjbLes and ajtdd JW their eQbrts as much, as their bro¬ 
thers do; they suj^er^omtoo ri£jd a restraint, too 
absolute- a stagnation, precisely as Turn would sufjk'j 
and it is narrow-minded in.their wore privil^dMou) 
-creatures to say that they ought to corner themselves 
to maku^ pudding and knitang stocking^ ,to playint 
on the piano and embrotderug b<^. It is thoughtless 
to condemn than, or- lai^i at tmn, ^ they seek to 
do more or learn more- than custom, has pronounced 
necessary ^jr their sex 

^janfe Eyre’ by Charlotte Bronte, bom 1&16 
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‘Middlemardx^ Qeoc^ Eliot, 1872. 
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A) High on a hill I sat looking over 
Over to you and I 

Two stars shot the night 
Their brilliance trembled 
Calling me back to you 

B) What ya gonna do when I want you 

What ya gonna do when I want you 

Rosemary 

When I want you want you want you close to me 
When I want you want you want you can’t you see 
What ya gonna do when I tell you 

What ya gonna do when I tell you 

Rosemary 

That I'm captured by your magic like a swallow to the sky 
But I'm frightened by the dizzy heights and somersaults I fly 

C) If I just knew when you wanted me 
Will it arise in my lifetime 

If I only knew when I could hold you close 
into the day 

A) High on a hill looking over 
Over to you and I 
Two stars touched in flight 
and one's still burning 
Flaming into the night 

C) If I just knew when you wanted me 
will it arise in my lifetime 
If I only knew when I could hold you close 
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2) Not that we don’t need love 
And affection 
But so many other kinds 
Of satisfaction 
Trapped by your job 
Defined by your lover 
An angry woman’s soon 
To discover 
Nowhere to live 
Nothing to give 
You realize 
So many lies 

Chorus 


There has to be some new ways tried 

So you think one person's going to change your life 
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Copyright to Stepney Sisters, 1976 


This song is about a house telling its own story of its fate under the 
Greater London Councilj it gets saved from untimely decay by squatters 
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2) The GLC they treated me real mean 

Called me a slum, wrote me out of their scheme 
They moved my tenants to another place 
Took out my windows and bricked up my face 

Sent in the heavies to smash up my loo 
Rip out the piping and the power points too 
Till I was nothing but an empty frame 
A pawn in their redevelopment game 


Chorus 

In three years ... etc 


3) When I was thinking that my life was through 
Along came a woman and her children too 
Took out the bricks and put a lock on my door 
They couldn’t stand being homeless no more 

Put in the windows and another loo 
Replaced the piping and the power points too 
Put up some curtains, made it all neat 
Helped some friends move in over the street 
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Chorus 

Everybody’s got a right to a home 

And there’s houses just a-going to rot 

If the council won’t house you - gotta go it alone 

Don’t let houses rot .SQUAT 

Don’t let houses rot SQUAT (repeat ad lib) 
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1) Ben and I were young together 

Said our lifestyle would be of our choosing 

We knew we loved each other - we could win 

For us, there would be no losing 

We laughed and ran through life 

Like children on a beach 

But the sea was like our dream 

It kept going out of reach 

And Ben said, "Never mind. 

We've got so much time." 

21 So we combed the sand for shells 
We kept in plastic bags 
And we tied them up with little bits 
Of coloured rags, saying, 

"One day we'll show them all, 
the pretty things we’ve found." 

That day never came around 
I was chasing the tide, waiting for Ben 
When someone said, "She won’t come here again 
She’s tired of dreams that won’t come true 
Tired of trying - tired of you ... 

"High ideals are mountains we don’t need to climb. 
We've got no more time. 

3) I don’t know where she lives now 
I don’t think she can find the sea 
She’s lost her way 

Forgotten all we were going to be 

I asked a friend to remind her 

Of the pretty things we’d found 

And tell her, "Time’s a magic wishing well." 

But Ben never came, though she replied 
And her note read, "God knows I have tried. 

In answer to your many ’whys?’ 

I had no pennies left to throw in 
- I threw the shells." 
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2) We were not pure enough 

To sing in church they said 
Substituted our voices 
With castrated men instead 


3) They took all our music 

And marched it off to wars 
Now if we want to play it 
We have to be their whores 


Chorus 


4) And now this music 

That’s been hidden all the years 

Is ours forever 

And it's ringing in our ears 

Chorus 
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2) When, there are days 

You feel uninspired and confused 
Everything’s stale 
A bad situation 
With all motivation lost 
Or slipping away 

Chorus 


Break 

It * s not seIf-obsess ion to be caring for yourself 
It's not because I’m smug that I drink to my health 
When the phone stops ringing 

And you know there’s no-one else to depend on 
Got to keep on living. 

Chorus 
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2) Bye bye razor and bye bye bra 
Hello underarm hair 

No more following fashion 

I look like me whatever I wear 

Deodorant smells of ICI 

But we both smell of you and I 

You’re old and you're fat and you’re so nice 

You look at me and I look at you twice 

3) A life-time of shaving and permanent waving 
Has taught you to see through the lie 
You're old and you're fat and you’re smiling 
'Cos you don’t care and neither do I 

Fat old woman grinning at me 
It feels so easy 
I think you would agree 
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Love, think you control our lives too much and in a negative way 
I'm not caring, I'm full of needs 

Though when I’m clear I can really believe in my own strength 
I can want you to be yourself 

And not be injured or bruised by others you choose to love 
As well as me - when I’m clear it’s so easy.... 

Time, we’re obsessed by the when and then of all we do 

And now just slips away 

We're not trying enough to care 

We expect someone will always be there 

To pour our needs on - we’re devastated when they're gone... 

But if it all slows down and down 
And if it all goes where it goes 

i'lust we call it 'The End’ weren’t we always good friends too? 

I love the woman in you 

Jealousy, you’ve made my good intentions sag at the knees 

You’ve made me feel love is a silly disease 

Can I be over it please, and get on with living? 

I’ve wanted to own all your intimacy 

I’ve wanted your deepest feelings all for me 

And a guarantee - it’s all so crazy 

Can we meet in the middle and try to be strong 

I don’t want to own you - I don't want to be owned 

Let's talk about sharing and not be obsessed with our own wants 

Then if it all goes down and down 
And if it all goes where it goes 
It’s not a loss or a win 
If it’s an end it’s a beginning too 
I love the friend in you 
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Agoraphobia is popularly defined in the dictionary as a dread of open 
spaces. Modern psychiatrists now define it as a fear of leaving the 
home - 95% of all agoraphobics are women't For me, as a mild sufferer, 
it has to do with feeling I have no right to be myself in public 
places, because someone else is making the rules which I must fit into 
- rules and interactions that I am unfamiliar with and which make me 
feel foolish or degraded. I am extremely conscious every time I walk 
down the street that the streets are structured from the world of men, 
of the ease with which men move and act in/on them, and that I do not 
belong there except as an object in their world. 
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I live in a land of fear and unreality. I am 
small - outside is big. I have to try to be 
big, and the tiny kernel that is me gets kind 
of lost in the process. I walk down the road 
and feel men staring at my tits. Should I be 
indifferent or should I stare back defiantly 
c’t them? It's "should I?" because my natural 
response is often to cringe and hide, to run 
away, but I must be big and strong in order 
to survive. _ AyuUfca i 
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As I passed the building site 
Wolf-whistles pierced my ears 
And ”Hey darlin’ where’s your bra? 
And other ugly jeers 
.•Jell I hooted and I hollered 
"Hey man now don’t you see 
I’m a woman, yes a woman 
And I do what I please." 3) 


As I boarded the bus 
A man pinched my behind 
It made me angry 
It almost made me blind 
well I turned around quick 
And I gave his balls a squeeze 
He looked so, so surprised 
Did I feel pleased. 


Well I walked on down the street 
And a lorry driver slowed his pace 
Well I looked at him straight 
I saw a leer across his face 
Well he winked and he nodded 
I knew what he had on his mind 
One more act, one more put down 
Of womankind. 


5) 
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So now sisters, we must be strong 
Because it happens everyday 
Oh now sisters, we must be strong 
We have a right to have our say 
Men are scared of what they’ll lose 
But I can do without their abuse 
It’s so good to be a woman 
And I'll fight to choose 
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2) Let us soar into the air 

Daughter of the skies I fall beneath your spell 
Women everywhere this is for you, for you 

3) Our shores will always meet 

Sister of the earth you move me to your moon 
Women everywhere this is for you, for you 

4) We are conjuring a mystery 

Mother of the universe you lead me to your womb 
Women everywhere this is for you, for you 
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As women I think we're always doubting our own perceptions and ideas 
about ourselves, because we've usually been brought up to consider our 
opinions second-rate in relation to men's. Sometimes it seems really 
hard to hang on to any self respect, especially now that we’re trying 
to create new images of ourselves, and we’re still being told that 
we're wrong and doubt what we’re on about etc. When I get into states 
of intense personal confusion, I need to understand my difficulties 
without getting overwhelmed by feelings of hopelessness, inadequacy, 
and self hate. A difficult task which we can’t do alonel This song 
is about throwing off all those oppressive judgements of ourselves. 
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Chorus (I) 

Change her, oh change her 
But the world stays the same 
Change her, oh change her 
Drive her insane, 

It'll drive her insane. 


2) I was troubled inside 
And the mystic he said 
"It’s all your own shit man 
It’s all in your head 
Fucked up chick man 

We will freak you 
Turn you on 
Blow your mind 
We're just being gentle 
Just being kind" 

Chorus (I) 

3) I was troubled inside 
And my family said 

"You always were a queer one 
It's all in your head 
You're misguided 
We will lead you 
You’re our baby 
We will care 

You never could cope with 
The wear and the tear" 

Chorus (I) 


4) Yes there’s trouble in me 
But it got there somehow 
There’s trouble around 

I can feel it right now 
Outside there it's real 
Controls our labours 
Controls our dreams 
What seems like our hang-ups 
Are part o r tne scheme 

Chorus (II) 

Changing, we’re changing 
It can’t stay the same 
Changing, we're changing 
The rules of the game, 

The rules of the game 

5) Well you're troubled inside 
They’ll be telling you too 
But don't get confused 
'Cos I'm quite like you 

We can do it, hold on now 
I am strong 
And so are you 
Look outside to see what’s 
Been troubling you 

Chorus (II) 
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In January, 1978, "The Evening News” in London pub 
lished a shock horror story about lesbian mothers. 
Two of the "Evening News" reporters masqueraded as 
lesbians to get their story. A group of lesbians 
and supporters in London immediately retaliated by 
occupying the "Evening News" offices. 


(to let out steam and war cries) 
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Introduction 

I am a woman, with womanpower 

You are my sisters, we will fight together... 

1) We are gonna fight, we are gonna struggle 

We are gonna take our place, because we exist... 

Chorus 

So you men, men, men, men, men. 

You’d better watch out 

Yes, you men, men, men, men, men, men. 

We’re gonna fight the power you hold us down by... 
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2) You dictate our lives, you dictate our needs 

You have filled our heads with fear, but together we're strong 

and clear 

We have kept our anger in, those who don’t are seen as men 
We are judged by your law, your law is made for men! 

Cho rus 

3) You may call us ’witch’, you may call us ’mad’ 

You humiliate our minds, you violate us all 

We don’t care what you call us, we will scream our rage 
We will fight all our lives and more, we may die but our 

culture will stay! 

Chorus 
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(c) ScrtOMFttP 1977 


2) Woman, my favourite place is in your arms 
Wave upon wave of peaceful calm softness glows 
I plunge into the deep blue of your eyes 

The sea of your soul carries me by 

As strong as the tide that brings me to your shore 
You fall with me into a kiss 

3) She’s a sister, she’s a lover, she’s a friend 
She's inside each and every woman 

This love will give us strength to fight the violence of men 
Sisters together 

Repeat 1st verse 
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Women of all ages, we've got the power to make the changes 

We just have to learn how we've been fooled 

We learned their history, they've hidden ours 

They use brute force to maintain power 

Keep us down with words like frigid and old 


But our time is coming, their time is going 
We can see through all their lies 
They twist religion, put in their male god 
Three thousand years, it's their turn to die 

Now we are gaining power day by day 
Doesn't matter what they say 
We will take the power 
In our own hands 

If all the secretaries walked out, if all the shop assistants cut out, 
If wives made their husbands cook and sew 

If night cleaners left a mess, if the boss had to clean his own desk, 
Women would have time to take a stand 


We're tired of words like frigid and cold 
When they rape us to keep their power hold 
Rape us to keep fear deep inside 
Fear of rape is with us all our lives 
It keeps our feelings in disguise 
So men carry on running the world 

But our time is coming, their time is going 
We can see through all their lies 
They twist religion, put in their male god 
Three thousand years, it's their turn to die 


Now we are gaining power day by day 
Doesn't matter what they say 
We will take the power 
In our own hands 

In our own hands . 
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(^owiaii) Kos to 


omethu^ different jhm 


man. Woman haste create unihut the tmjsfcru, storms, 
terrors, the inftmos ^s^ ; theb<ttlle-c^mst 
castrations and art. She haste sever hersdfjtom. 
the tanth man creates, j\m being created hij him, 
she has to struggle uxth. her oum cucles, storms, 

terrors Which toon, does not understand. 

1 do not delude musetf, as taart does,that 1 
create in proud bolauon 1 sou me are bound , 
mterdependmt. Woman is not deluded. She must 
create Without these proud delusions of man, 
without m^dotnaiua, without schizophrenia, 
without madness She must create that uniin 


destroyed by his proud 


ness. 
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